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POETRY : A Magazine of Verse 

LUCRETIA 

Your beauty is as russet fruit, 
Sun-warmed, fragrant, 
In a northern room. 

Down in your eyes I hear the young girls sing 
In Toledo's summer fields. 
Your step is firm as though it trod the grape, 
And your dark head is high as though you bore 
To me a brimming gourd. 

ISIDOR 

The corner where he sat 
Was gnomed with naughtiness! 
His nickname was "The Sprat," 
His size was even less. 

Poor wide-eared little lad, 
So dirty and so bad, 
Just once I found your heart 
And there were aches in there; 
Yet still you play your part, 
Elfish and debonair. 

DAVID 

David, you failed — 

Yet every face is dim but yours. 
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Florence Ripley Mastin 

David, you failed — 

Yet still I see your hands. 

You will always fail — 

You are too big to succeed 

In the swift years before death. 

Florence Ripley Mastin 



MINE 

Sorrow is my sick child 

I bear about with me. 
Though I've crooned soft songs, she's never smiled, 

So wan and worn is she. 

She is my own, my arms are curled 

To shut out loud alarms. 
But oh ! it's hard to work, World, 

With sorrow in my arms. 

Lucia Peeples 
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